my Swedish friend found that two Swedes were leaving that
night, and we were lucky enough to get their rooms. We
gave the Swedish officer and the chauffeur dinner^ and when
they had finished they drove straight back to Kemi. How
they did it I can't imagine. Nothing on earth would have per-
suaded me to make that appalling trip again the same night.

One of the first people I met in Rovaniemi was Geoffrey
Cox, of the Daily Express^ who had been there since the
beginning ofthe war. Four of us planned a trip to Petsamo in
a couple of days* time. But the next day the party of journa-
lists who had left Helsinki the day before I did now appeared
on the scene, and there were the usual complications. In
the ends our patty of four was increased to about a dozen.
It turned out to be a terrific trip- We drove in a bus over
six hundred miles in just over twenty-four hours5 and the
bus driver was a living miracle. It was a big bus, designed
to hold about twenty-five passengers, and on those frozen
roads he sometimes approached seventy miles an hour.  I
stopped being terrified when I realised how completely he
was in control.  He skidded round corners, accelerated at
just the right moment to pull out ofthe skids and kept
going hour after hour with hardly any sleep at all.

Such little sleep as was possible we snatched in the police
station in Ivalo, dossing down on bunks which had rolls
of reindeer skins for mattresses.   One ofthe Swedes dis-
turbed even this brief interlude by snoring. Someone woke
him up, and he was so aggrieved that he went out of doors and
stayed there in the bitter cold for the rest ofthe night. He was
still mortally offended when we stopped for breakfast the
next morning* and stayed in the bus* refusing to eat anything.
On the way home we stopped to watch the Lapps
rounding up and marking their reindeer. I was so sleepy